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The Ice Storm 
The storm had passed and in its wake 
left splintered sidewalks, branches strewn in battle-weary 
resignation 
waited for the jarring jaws of chain-saws to begin their grisly 
chore. 
White morning fog rose up to shroud 
The still-proud trunks of walnuts, oaks and pines, 
The memory of the storm was etched 
In gaping yellow scars along the battered bark where the 
afternoon of yesterday had left its ugly mark. 
March is, by nature, unforgiving. 
She yields no leaf to hide the nudity, no simple robe to huddle 
'neath the shame. 
But like the dove who long ago 
Brought back an olive branch to offer refuge for the chosen 
pairs, 
A ruby-crested cardinal 
Sings out a hint of spring, a promise of God's Healing Grace. 
When gentler April rains begin to soothe the wounds of March, the 
branches that have fallen will make way for other stronger ones. 
The trees, they will recover and be stronger for the storm. 
When, in our darkest hours, we pause to question our Creator, we 
can find the answer to our wants and whys in the shelter of the 
newer, verdant canopy of summer. 
-Monica Smith 
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